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‘Jimmy, is it true that you bought a new car?" 
Five minutes ago he was lying quietly on the couch in the living room, reading a book. Five minutes ago there 
was silence, broken only by the sounds that always can be heard in old houses. Five minutes ago he was 


resting after nearly sleepless night, during which he was composing. Only five minutes ago, he was happy. 


And then there was a pounding on the door. Still there was hope, that if he won't get up and open, the intruder 


will go away. 
He forgot about one thing - today came his housekeeper, Mrs. Andrews, to tidy a bit mess, and to do some 
shopping. She already arrived early in the morning, when Jimmy was still, or rather already, asleep. And now 


she let the visitors in. A moment later, they entered the living room. 
‘Jimmy, is it true that you bought a new car?, that was Bonzo. 

With a sigh, Jimmy put the book on the table and sat down 

"Yes, | did. How did you know?", he asked. 


"Quite by chance. Yesterday | spoke by phone with Big G. He mentioned something’, 


said Bonzo, looking around. 


He wasn't visiting the house of his buddy too often. He was spending much more time in Roberts house, 
especially that they were living in close neighbourhood. 


"| don't want to be rude, but to what | owe this pleasure of your visit? You just wanted to see the car?", said 


Jimmy. 
"Dude, if it is a car like that .. Where do you keep it?" Bonzo playfully tapped his fist on Jimmy's arm. 
"Not in the living room, for God's sake", Jimmy thought to himself. "OK", he sighed heavily. "Let's go.” 


He put a warm coat on and wrapped scarf neatly around his neck. He led them to separate building where he 
kept his cars. Unlike Robert, who, after an unpleasant adventure with his Jaguar XJ, totalled one night on the 
way from the concert, began to appreciate "useful" cars, which were more appropriate for farm and its 


surroundings, or Bonzo, a hot rod lover, Jimmy was collecting cars which were.. beautiful. 


Both, Robert and John, blinked when Jimmy lit the fluorescent lights, illuminating quite large hangar. There were 
six cars and even a motorboat on a special chassis. Jimmy's latest acquisition, a beautiful 1936 Cord 812, stood 


aside, against the wall. 


"Wow, what a gem", exclaimed Bonzo with admiration when he saw new, shiny paint of the car. With lightness, 


which could be hard to see on stage, he opened the door and looked at Jimmy. 
"May | sit down?", he asked. Jimmy nodded, 


He wanted to pretend that he didn't care, but he felt a kind of satisfaction that his shining beauty appealed to 
the taste of his friends. 
Robert also sat in the car. They sat there, both dressed in jeans and outworn t-shirts, terribly tousled , so 


not suitable for this car. Looking around with deliberation they were commenting the interior, stroking the 


dashboard, leather upholstery, talking excited. Just like kids. After a while they both got off. 


"How's the engine working?" Bonzo was ready for a detailed discussion. 

Jimmy winced. 

"Honestly, | have no idea," he said. 

"Whaaat?" Bonzo had a look of disbelief on his face. 

"You mean you didn't ride it? A car like this one?" 

Jimmy had a perplexed gaze. 

"Well, | bought it primarily as an investment. | rode it once with the previous owner .." 

"But it works? Bonzo was apprehensive. 

"Yes, of course. You can take a ride, if you want", said Jimmy, knowing that both of them just counted on it. 


John jumped up with excitement, but Robert.. Robert, however also was looking forward to the upcoming ride, 
took a closer look at his friend. 

Jimmy gave them keys to the Cord, so no lingering any longer, they got in. John sat behind the wheel, and 
carefully led a shiny car out of the garage. 


Robert took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of the car. He glanced in the rearview mirror before they took a 
turn, and saw Jimmy staring on them with strangely sad eyes, embracing himself with his arms because of 


the cold. He thought Jimmy looked terribly sad, but after a while he was enjoying the ride. 


They returned two hours later, when Jimmy has already started to wonder what on earth could happened to 


them. This time, Robert sat behind the wheel. Both friends were absolutely delighted. 


The day was really cold, so Mrs. Andrews served them hot tea and sandwiches. She was glad that friends 
visited her employer. She was a middle-aged, childless woman, who treated Jimmy a bit like a son She was 
worried about him when she was seeing him alone in a dark, gloomy house, which made her shiver. 

Not once she was cleaning remnants of his lonely, alcohol parties. Sometimes he was frightening her almost to 
death, appearing suddenly from his studio, terribly pale and exhausted, while she was certain that he was not 
at home. But when someone visited him, he was less somber, even began to laugh, even though he often used 
to say that prefers solitude. She didn't believe it. 

She liked his friends. She was not particularly interested in music, which they were making together but, at the 
same time, she wasn't unaware of who they were. And if she knew it, she also heard something about their 
various antics. She was blind to it. All three of them, the other band members, were always exceedingly polite 
for her. She loved John Paul, he was so calm and polite, but her heart belonged to Robert- a tall, shaggy boy 


with a remarkable voice. Mrs. Andrews adored Robert. Because it's his presence had the most positive impact 


on Jimmy. His eyes began to glisten, a smile showed on his face. Now she wanted both of them, Robert and 
John, to stay as long as possible. She invited them to dinner, risking Jimmy's dissatisfaction But she was ready 
to ignored it. Besides, Jimmy finally seemed to be pleased with the company. 


They sat there and talked endlessly. Especially these two, but Jimmy also perked up. He ate a lot, drank a lot of 
tea, just like Robert. Blush appeared on the pale cheeks. Mrs. Andrews watched them secretly, pleased. She 
even managed to invite them for supper. Finally, it got dark. Guests decided to say goodbye. Once the door 
closed behind them, Jimmy told Mrs. Andrews that he was going to work in the studio. 


"You should get some sleep, boy. It was a long day," she noted nad stroked his cheek. 


She wanted to clean up after dinner, but Jimmy assured her that he could do it, and she should have not 
worry about him but simply to go home and rest. 

When she left, there was silence again in the house. He could hear the loud ticking of the old clock, creaking, 
some rustle. Jimmy washed quickly the rest of the dishes and went to the living room. 

He put out all the lights and lit candles in a candlestick. They were not able to dissipate the gloom in the living 
room, but this was what he wanted. In fact, he lost interest in the studio. He sat in a chair and had the feeling 
that the pageant of spectral forms is moving in front of him. With crossed legs, leaning his head against the 
headrest, he lit a cigarette and blew smoke, allowed it taking the strangest forms. Yes, he was tired, but he 
didn't want to go to bed yet. He lost track of time, didn't know how long has he been sitting, when suddenly, 


loud knock on the door sounded. Jimmy winced, roused out of his reverie. 
"Am | dreaming?", he thought. 


But there was a banging on the door once again. He stood up with a sigh and went to open. There, behind the 
door, illuminated by the lamp above, was Robert, in a halo of his blond hair. 


" Robert ? ", Jimmy exclaimed surprised." ls something wrong? Where's John? " 
" Relax, everything is ok. Can | come in ? Its cold as hell .. " 


Jimmy just then noticed that Robert embraced himself with arms, and his teeth were chattering . He had, 
admittedly , a scarf wrapped around his neck and his jacket on, but the jacket was not long enough and not 
warm enough, to preserve him from cold of that autumn night. Jimmy let him inside. Robert shivered. He sat 
curled up on the sofa, throwing his old hippie bag on the floor. Jimmy generously poured him a glass of 
whiskey. Robert drank it in two gulps . 


" Thanks, | needed that ," he said . " Listen, | hope you are not mad at me . | thought that you have a bad 
mood and maybe you need some company .| told John that I'm going back and got off . But | lost the way, a 
bit. It's not that easy to find a way to you, in the dark." 


Jimmy again poured him a whisky. This time, Robert drank only a sip . 


" Then how long have you been wandering?" Jimmy asked, dumbfounded . Robert shrugged. 
"I do not know, probably with an hour or so ..” 
" Well, I'm grateful for your dedication, don't get me wrong, but really, you didn't have to go back. l'm fine ." 


Jimmy opened the casket standing on the table and pulled out two spliffs, asking Robert with gesture, if he 
wants one. Robert took it without hesitation . 


"I thought you looked somehow.. sadly and | just wanted to keep you company. You are sitting alone in this big 


house. Don't you feel lonely here?" 


" l'm not alone. | share this house with.. other residents." Jimmy smiled mysteriously , and his eyes twinkled 


from under his hair. 


" You mean .. ghosts? " Robert looked at his friend suspiciously, not knowing whether he mocks at him or not. 


Jimmy did not facilitate it to him . 

" Call it what you want . I'm not lonely. " 

Robert drew the smoke deep into his lungs . He liked that house, but he thought he wouldn't be able to live 
here. Despite the efforts of Mrs. Andrews , it still looked here, as if everything was covered with a film of 
dust. There were some odd shadows , unexpected draughts. Really, he preferred his farm. He decided to change 
the subject. 

"That Cord is gorgeous, | must admit. John couldn't stop talking about it when we were going back. he still can't 
understand why you didn't go for a ride by yourself. Besides, neither can |. Why you buying these cars, if you 
not intend to drive them? " 


"| told you already. This is an investment." Jimmy was wiggling in his chair uneasily. 


"Oh, doesn't it turn you on when you hear purring engine, this power coming out of it?" Robert closed his eyes 


and smiled blissfully. 

"Not really, to be honest" Jimmy brought him down to earth. 

"Are you kidding? Maybe you just have never felt it like you should? Don't you like driving?" 
"Well ... | simply.. don't drive cars." 

Robert opened his eyes and looked at him in disbelief. 


"What do you mean: you don't drive? .. ls that mean: you CAN'T drive?" 


"Well, sort of. | mean, | know the theory, but | simply don't drive. | don't need it. They are driving us 
everywhere, anyway. Aren't they?" 


"Yeah, but if you want to go somewhere, just by yourself, alone? Just for the pleasure?" 
lm not taking rides for pleasure," replied Jimmy, taking big sip of whisky and dragging his spliff. 


"I can't listen to this, mate! You don't know, what you missing.’ Robert patted energetically his knees and bared 
his teeth in a wide smile. 


"Let me show you how to enjoy it! Come on, lets go for a ridel" He jumped on his feet and stared expectantly. 
"No, | do not think so .." said Jimmy drawled, but Robert was not going to give way. 


"Oh, come on, let's go!" He again put his jacket on, wrapped the scarf around his neck and almost forcibly picked 
Jim up from his chair . 


Jimmy looked at his friend. He looked like a big child. He was quickly becoming enthusiastic to such wild ideas. 
The more crazy they were, the more Robert was delighted. He told him the truth. The fact that he couldn't 
drive a car by himself didn't bother him at all. It never seemed to be important, nor attractive to him. But 

now..? Maybe he could try.. What the hell 

‘Ok, but it's a middle of the night, remember?, said Jimmy putting his warm, farmer's jacket on. 

"Cars have headlights, remember?, Robert gave him a nudge and left. 


When the lights came up in the garage, Robert looked around. 


"Don't you have any ‘ordinary’ car?", he asked in a flash of common sense. "I'd prefer not to teach you on one 
of these beauties". 


"I do, it's parked outside." Jimmy appreciated Robert's rationalism. 


Outside of the garage was parked an ordinary sedan, which Mrs. Andrews was using while shopping. Jimmy took 
keys from a hook on the wall of the garage. 


"Ok, it's manual transmission. Even better," Robert muttered. 
"Sit behind the wheel,” he said. Jimmy sat down and right away felt a little helpless. 


"Hands on the wheel, feet on the floor. Now listen. Here is the clutch", Robert put his hand on Jimmy's knee. 


"Every time you want to change the gear, you have to press it. Second foot supports the accelerator and 


brake. Is that clear so far?" 
Jimmy looked at Robert from behind of hair falling on his eyes. 
"Do you think I'm an idiot?", he asked. Robert laughed. 


"Not at alll But the practice is not the same thing as a theory. OK, now the gears. Press the clutch, hand on 


the gear lever." 
Jimmy dutifully executed the command, Robert put his hot hand on Jimmy's cold one. 
"Come on, the clutch", urged him Robert. “Ill show you how to change gears” 

Jimmy pressed the pedal. Robert guided his hand 


"To move forward you have to shift into first gear, with which you start. Push the clutch again. When car 
starts rolling, you must shift into the second gear and accelerate a bit. " 


They were trying for some time until Robert finally decided that it's time to start the car. Jimmy was trying 


to shift the second gear and.. a horrible screech came out. 


"That's what happens when you not pressing pedal all the way down. Stronger, go ahead", said Robert with a 


cheeky smile. 


Jimmy was following Roberts instructions and memorizing the order of operations. It was time to start the 


engine... 


"Keep the clutch pressed down and slowly, very slowly, press the accelerator, gradually releasing the clutch. 
Just REMEMBER .." The car made a kangaroo jump forward and stopped. Robert flew on the dashboard. He 


barely managed to save himself from hitting his head on the windscreen. 


".. to do it gradually," he finished, seating himself back on his seat and rubbing his achy hand, which he hit 
against the dashboard. 


"Jeeez, are you alright?", asked Jimmy frightened. 

lm fine, don't worry. Once again. Clutch, first gear, accelerator ..” 

The whole procedure started again and Jimmy, to his surprise, noticed that they were moving! 

When he finally managed to pull away without problems, they went for a slow journey. Robert had his hand 


ready to help Jimmy in shifting gears. They were rolling down a country road, plunged in silence of the night, 
passing small, so far, arches, with a little help from Robert. Jimmy laughed out loud. 


"I understand that you like it, am | right?", said Robert. 

"Yes, it's really fun!" Jimmy nodded, looking at Robert. The car was rolling faster and faster. 

"Hey, watch the road!" cried the latter, grabbing the stearing wheel and correcting the course. The road from 
relatively wide, turned into the narrow one. On both sides arose a half a meter high stone walls. Then, in the 
spotlight, appeared a remarkable view. 

"Stop the carl", exclaimed terrified Robert. Jimmy, of course, did not react as he should, only stared 
dumbfounded at the windscreen Robert pulled handbrake with all his strength and turned the key in the 
ignition, disconnecting the engine. 

"Holy shit! What was that shit we were smoking? Was it a normal grass?" He asked after a moment. 

"And.. why you're asking?", said Jimmy with a weak voice. 

"What do you see in front of the mask?", asked Robert, who was also staring at the windscreen. 

| truly hope that this is the same that you do." 

"So .2" , urged Robert. 

"A. Cow's rump..2" 

Robert sighed and started giggling. 

"Well, that's a relief. What is this cow doing here? In the night? On the road?" 

"Robert, you're the one who owns a farm." 

"Yeah, but | don't breed cows. As far as | know, she should be in the cowshed and sleep, or something!” 
‘Okay, so now we need to simply pass her by’, said Jimmy. 


"Yes, but how? The road is too narrow, and those walls.. Well, we must try something different. Toot at her." 


A loud honk pealed out in the darkness of the night. The cow turned her head back and looked at them 


accusingly. And didn't move. 
‘One more time. Maybe she must think it over. Flash the lights, Jim." 


Unfortunately, the cow didn't even think about moving. Robert was considering for a moment a possibility of 


using a reverse gear, but he changed his mind. The road was very narrow, very twisty and very dark. There 
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was no chance that Jimmy could withdraw car unscathed. Only one direction remained. 
‘lm afraid that we have to bonk her," he finally said to Jimmy. He looked at Robert in disbelief. 


"You really think I'm an idiot, don't you? What do you want me to do with this cow? Are you completely 


crazy?" 

Robert laughed as a lunatic. 

"What..? Oh, no.. | don't want you to fuck her. And not to run her over, just to make her to move a bit. OK, 
focus, Jimmy. Now, the clutch and the first gear. Slowly, SLOWLY release your foot off of the clutch and.. 
forward." 

He put his hand on Jimmy's again and they together shifted into the first gear. Unfortunately, the car jumped 
forward again and stopped. Cow, apparently feeling offended by a powerful kick, which she received in rump, 
galloped into the darkness with loud ‘M00. 

Robert and Jimmy have both wiped the tears that rolled down their cheeks with laughter. 

"| need a smoke," said Jimmy, searching his pockets with somewhat shaky hands. 

"More pot? Don't you have enough?", said Robert. 

"Well, | guess nothing weirder can happen to us." Jimmy dug up a creased spliff and lit it. 

Soon they decided to go back home. Jimmy, however, already had enough. He wanted to change seats with 
Robert, but it turned out that they couldn't open the door enough to be able to get off. Walls on both sides of 
the car were too close. They decided to go one over the other. Robert shifted his right leg over Jimmy and 
next to the steering wheel, leaning against the headrest of his seat. At the same time, Jimmy tried to move 
himself to the opposite direction, to the passenger's seat. 

Unfortunately, he stuck on gear lever and Robert lost his fulcrum and fell on the guitarist with all his weight. 
Jimmy groaned and defensively grabbed him around the waist. 

"Jesus Christ, Robert, you must limit your beer consumption. How much do you weigh?" 

Robert didn't answer, only roared with laughter, pinning his skinny friend to the seat. 

"Get off mel", grunted Jimmy with his face pressed to the scented with cigarettes, back of Robert's jacket. 
After a short while, they finally managed to take their seats and moved forward, intending to return to 


Jimmy's house as soon as possible. 


The drug began to work unnoticed. 


"It was just the first lesson," said Robert, driving with style, as he thought. 


"You'll see, we'll practice more together. You'll find out that driving a car is sexy. You can feel this manly, 


primal strength, you know .." joked Robert. 

"Mmmm .." Jimmy muttered in response, not in the mood for jokes. He looked at the strong thighs of Robert, 
which muscles were visible beneath the fabric of jeans, even in the darkness prevailing around. At least, so it 
seemed to Jimmy. Robert's hands held the steering wheel firmly. Jimmy admired his strong, long fingers, and 


regretted that it was so cold He liked when Robert had uncovered forearms. He liked to look at them. 


Jimmy really enjoyed the ride. Driving a car turned out to be fun. Actually, he already decided that he would 
ask Robert for next lesson. This time, in the daylight and definitely sober. 


"I have no idea where we are," said Robert. "Look around for some exit. It's your neighborhood." 

Jimmy was certain that he will find the way back home easily. Meanwhile, the stone wall disappeared (about 
five meters from the place where they changed their seats, but somehow they didn't pay much attention to 
it), and the road became much wider. 

Suddenly, Jimmy, who was looking at the side window on Robert's side, froze. 

"Robert .." he began, but the words stuck in his throat. 

"Yes?", the singer threw him a quick look, and then again focused on the windscreen. 

"Robert, what do you think, how fast a cow runs?" 

"I have no idea Why do you ask?" 

"But not faster than a car, | suppose?" 


"Well, of course not! What came to your mind?" 


"Then, why this damned cow is overtaking us?", Jimmy lowered his voice, as if he was afraid that the cow 


could hear him. 


Robert , completely dazed, looked at the side window and his jaw dropped. Outside, walking in rather calm pace, 
there was a cow, throwing them anxious looks. 
He has focused a little more and realized that his foot was not resting on the accelerator and the car didn't go 


with a healthy speed of 30 miles per hour, as he thought in that moment, but barely rolled on a first gear. 


"Oh, shit, | don't believe it!" he laughed, shifted into second gear and finally left the cow behind. 


Another loud ‘mooo' sounded like a reproach. 


The rest of the journey passed without new obstacles. Upon reaching home, Jimmy, poured them a drink for 
good sleep. 


‘lm afraid, l'm not the best teacher", said Robert, yawning horribly and snuggling at the same time on the 


sofa. 


"On the contrary, | had a great fun and have learned something, too. | hope we'll do it again soon?" Jimmy 


smiled thinking of the touch of Robert's hard ass on his lap. 


A quiet snore answered him. Robert fell asleep on the sofa, with head tilted back on the headrest, still in his 
jacket and boots on. Jimmy looked at Robert with a smile. He was so handsome .. Gently touched his face. 
Robert opened his eyes slightly, but had some troubles with focusing the eyes. 


"Come on, you won't sleep here, for God's sake", whispered Jimmy and swaying on his feet a bit, helped a 
friend to get up. Robert was like a child torn out from sleep. Alcohol and drugs on an empty since a long time 
stomach, eventually took their toll and he seemed to be quite passive. He let Jimmy to lead him to the 


bedroom and undress. He collapsed on the bed like a log and it seemed that fell asleep once again. 


Jimmy couldn't stop himself and stroked his hand over Robert's bare thigh. He always wanted to do it, he just 
realized it in that moment. How could it be possible to feel something like that in relation to your friend? After 
all, he's not gay. None of them is. But .. 


There was no response from Robert, so he bent over and kissed his slightly parted lips. Robert awoke. His 


tongue slipped for a moment into Jimmy's mouth, hands embraced his neck. 

"What a day .." he murmured sleepily. 

"What a night .." corrected Jimmy, reaching his hand into Robert's abdomen. 

Robert flinched when guitarists long fingers covered his penis and began to caress it. Tongue was teasing his 
nipples, just as sensitive as girls’. Under his fingers, Jimmy felt Robert's bulged penis. He knew why girls were 
so crazy about it. Its size was really impressive. He took it into mouth. 

"What are you doing ..?", a faint voice came to his ears. 

"I'm not sure..", Jimmy didn't know if he said that out loud or it was just his imagination. 

However, fingers, which entangled in his hair, didn't push him away from the body of Robert. It was rather a 
caressing touch. Jimmy was doing it for the first time, but he was doing his best. Roberts body was so hot 
and willing. It was not long when the spasms of pleasure shook him. A loud moan of pleasure came out from 


his throat. Jimmy also experienced satisfaction thanks to a few movements of his friend's warm hand. Robert 


seemed to be half asleep, not quite aware of what just took place. 


Jimmy knew that when they wake up, they will have to talk about this. Or, maybe not. 
Robert obviously fell asleep deeply, snoring lightly. Jimmy moved a strand of hair from his sweaty forehead 
and rested his weary head on the pillow next to Robert's. 


Three hours later, Mrs. Andrews came back. She opened the door with her key, peered into the kitchen and 
smiled, seeing that Jimmy washed the dishes, as he promised. She looked to the fridge, wondering what she 
should buy. She was planning to come by to Jimmy in four days. She didn't want him to stop eating just 
because she forgot to buy something. 


Next to the couch she found Jim's abandoned sweater. She picked it up, folded and went to put it to the closet 


in his bedroom. 


On Jimmy's big bed there were two silhouettes. Jimmy, almost curled in a embryonic position, with hands 
between thighs. Next to him, stretched out in his full length, on his stomach, with one knee raised high and 
face hidden between the forearms and covered by mop of blond curls, was lying Robert. Both completely naked. 


Mrs. Andrews quietly walked over to the bed and pleased her eyes for a moment with a smile. They were 
beautiful. She didn't understand their behaviour at all. But, she thought to herself, she didn't understand either 
how the planes are floating in the air, but it was working somehow. Next to the bed lay crumpled blanket. She 
picked it up and gently covered their naked young bodies. Jimmy flinched as if he was about to wake up. Mrs. 
Andrews quietly left the room and closed the door behind her. 


"Whatever makes you happy, Jimmy, or whoever" .. she murmured, walking slowly down the corridor. 


